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you do not agree." 

THE AFFAIR STARTED 
(old Thibaut Corday began) when 
the gods behind the line decided to 
transfer a company of Legion- 
niares from the hell-pots on the 
Marne and let them do some fight¬ 
ing in the Alps. That was early 
in 1918. Italy had been catching 
the devil from Austria, and we 



E in ch usspatro ncn — those cursed 
little explosive bullets that burst 

After a lifetime of soldiering I 

game one could play with rules 
and codes of honor. Sacred pig! 

soon enough. What difference does 
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above the enemy trench. 

"But you cannot see anything 
today," I told him. "Come away." 

"I'm sticking. They can’t do it, 
Corday. They cap’t kill him with 
shells. That cheating, dum-dum 
shooting assassin is mine, and — 
Corday! Look!" 

I looked. Aunt of the Devil how 
I looked. Sandhurst snarled. 

"There's a man up there. Mov¬ 
ing in those bushes!" The way 
he said it sent shivers up my spine 
to my ears, and you can fancy 
I grabbed my rifle in a hurry. 
I swung my Lebel and had that 
doll-like target in the sights. 

"No!" Sandhurst's elbow flung 
me off the firing step. "It's him!" 

I do not know how the Yankee 
knew. His Lebel fired — s/am /—and 

that puny, far-off midget go down, 


"I got him!" Sandhurst's 
screech broke that hallucination of 
phantom bugling in the drowned 
air; the howl tore out of his faded 
frame like a devilment released 
from his soul. A watery and wild 
scarecrow, he sprang along the 
parapet, dancing and squalling 
from an illuminated face, waving 
his Lebel. "I killed that sharp¬ 
shooter! Monsieur Murder! I got 

There was, on that far-away 
slope in that cluster of rocks, 
a flash. Ping!Zing !On the heels of 
the first explosion there was a sec¬ 
ond. The crash of a bullet bursting 
in Sandhurst's shoulder. Half an 
instant he stood paralyzed with as¬ 
tonishment and agony, eyes pop¬ 
ping, jaws wide, head and 
shoulders lifted and frozen above 
the sandbags. 

Smoke and blood boiled from a 
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ein Luschene—smiling and charm¬ 
ing with yellow hair wound in a 
braid about her forehead and busy 


have thought I 







You will like it here," he told 
me. "We will go hunting and have 
a splendid vacation together. I 


his room, and the following three 
weeks we spent tramping by day 
through the mountain woods, I 


JV on! Undoubtedly this former 
all that and wanted diversion, for 
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for his 
Ho ho. 


arrange a little party and maybe 
go into action." 

(hii! My intentions were the 


and asked the Yankee and the 
fraulcin to go driving with me and 

The little fraulcin was nost agree¬ 
able, and the Yankee, of course, 
could not refuse. Off we went with 
a Dicnic basket, me driving in the 




year of the war ! 

The trenches were hidden in 
green brush. Nature is quick to 
heal the wounds inflicted on her by 
man. Man does not heal his self- 
inflicted scars as easily. Sandhurst 
was shaking like a victim of the 
ague, and the little fmule in from 
the inn cried out when she saw his 


wrong, and so did I. Bones and 
blood, but I did ! For I picked up 
the little morning paper published 
by the village, and the first thing 

page personal column. It came up 
off the paper and slapped me in 
the eyes with a handful of German 
letters and made me spill my coffee 
in my lap: 


I drove out of there at a speed Sharpshooter wanted. Attention, 

that almost ripped the engine from please. If a certain sniper, formerly 



ing painfully to cheer him out of former— is not a coward in hiding, 

it. San e cochan ! We got back to he will, on reading this, come to 

the inn at six, and the Yankee the Harz Bier Garten on the main 

slammed straight to his room, and square of this village and meet one 

1 did not see him all evening. Next anxious to challenge him. Bclicv- 

breakfast and at lunch time the cowardly swine, I will, neverthe- 
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fact that this Austrian girl loved to dine and dance and sing their 
him. Yes, she- had told him so. Heidelberg songs. 

Her face told him. "Come,” her At nine o’clock of the night I 

expression seemed to say. "Forget could stand it no longer. I would 

this desire for revenge. Forgive. go to Sandhurst; plead with him 

Come with me. Come away ..." for the girl; tell him he was a fool. 

"No!" It tore out of his throat But I did not tell him. The door 

like the sound of a wound being in- was ajar when I got there; and that 

flirted; he stiffened like a ramrod, was how I was chance witness to 

fanaticism fanned to fresh blaze in an incredible scene. 
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"1 already have a car below. 
You will ride with me, then? 

It was gone. Sandhurst rushed 
to the blinds, hurled them open 
and followed that burglarish 
shadow's path across the balcony. 
I heard feet landing on the gravel 
drive below; then the thrum of a 
car wheeling off in the dark. Why 

inn ? I could not. It seemed a year 
before I could uproot my feet in 
this nightmare that was happening 

I dashed through the Yankee's 
emptied room, gained the balcony. 


as a fish and cold as ice, to that 
empty touring car parked in the 
dark cliffs and not a man in sight 
and the moon just creeping 
through green-black storm clouds 
over the valley. 

I was sick, out'! The moonlight 
made that valley a bowl of 
shadows and silver, painting the 

trees with black enamel, and the 
river down the bottom like a sweep¬ 
ing gurgling channel of mercury. 

I jumped from my car and be¬ 
gan to run, tearing through brush 
and stumbling down the slope, 
waving my hands avove my head 
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How I cursed myself for a fool. rifle uplifted, the wan night-shine 
making of that stiff-posed military 


Why had 1 not thought to bring the 
little /ran/cm with me? God knows 
I wished she had come to call out 
and try to save that Yankee 
maniac she loved. Then I was glad 
she had not come to witness this 
barbarous nightmare. They might 
have shot her by accident; and they 
might shoot me as I floundered 
and spilled downhill in the moon¬ 
lit dark. 

Can you imagine such a pic¬ 
ture ? That valley in the moonlight 
under the Alpine peaks, the shad¬ 
ows and trees and underbrush 
sloping to the river bank, the Yan¬ 
kee and the Austrian snipers creep 5 
ing about on that dark mountain 
face, each waiting to get a sight, 
a pot-shot at the other ? 

And suddenly I saw Monsieur 
Murder! It was like a phantom 
conjured in front of me, so still 
and silent was the figure there. 
A mound of moonlit rocks not 
thirty feet ahead of me and down¬ 
hill. On that exposed hummock the 
soldier appeared like the shadow 
of an upraised statue; one moment 
it had not been there, next moment 
there it was; I had not heard it 
come; there was only that gurgling 
sound of rainwater draining 
through brush and wind in wet 

Yes, there was that Austrian 
sharpshooter, the gray Jager's uni¬ 
form like cloth of smoke, moon¬ 
light gilding the metal helmet, the 


figure something outlandish as a 
mesmerism drifted to a stockstill 

and b pointmg. th Thft e MannUcher 
was trained on a jumble of briars 
that sprawled across the landscape 
not thirty rods farther down the 

ON THAT SAME instant I 
saw Sandhurst. He was straight 
in the sights of that waiting Mann- 
licher, moving through the thicket 
of briars. I saw the shaking of the 
twigs, the glint of the Lebel barrel. 
Monsieur Murder saw it, too. I 
swear I could hear the Austrian 
draw breath; the grim, gray figure 
stiffened and congealed like some¬ 
thing turning cold. I want to tell 
you, I turned cold myself, choked 
with tension; wanting to shriek and 

was ready to snap like a drawn 
Smash f It had to come. Flame 
lence was breaking porcelain. That 

head; sprung me out of paralysis 
like a jumping-jack. Mother of 
Mary! I could not believe. In the 

sagged! The “creat" JohInne?°the 
circus marksman, the deadly Jagcr 








THUNDER DECK 

by R. V GERY 


TIME: Around 1910 

PLACE: The High Seas between Havana and Cadiz 


The BLACKSTONE was one of those rusty, rickety tubs 

was a passenger aboard the BLACKSTONE whose pre 


IT WAS IN Havana it 
started —let's see—around 1910, 
before the war, and I was on my 

of a deckhand. The Ilhuushnu. 
she was, and a fine old Lloyd's 
delight, by jiminy —one o' them 

find diem days, cargo-snuppin' 
about the ports. Hit here an’ bit 


there, general stuff; anything at all 
to fill up space, an' then away to 
the next one. She'd been muckin' 
round the West Indies for a month 
or better, and now she was pretty 
well full up with her usual box o’ 

very spot we're in now — Cadiz 
first, and then the Mediterranean, 
if she ever got there, which looked 













round that. Morris called the cook 
an' checked up, and it was true. 
Mullins hadn't been out o' Bar¬ 
becue's sight all night. All the same, 
Morris didn't believe him. He 



delight of a yellyhooin' from the 
skipper's cabin. 

" 'Strewth!" says Morgan, an' 
jumps. "What's that?" 

Well, we hadn't long to wait to 

Wayne himself in his nightgown, 
his eyes startin' out of his head. 
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dilly-dilly-duck business didn't suit Marks snarls like a wolf. 

"There you are!" he says. "Cut 
'is ruddy throat, Kris, an' let's get 





him a whole lot dearer, fa 
was in the light. Ki 
glimmer, it was, cornin' f 






Thunder Deck 
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until he was actually goin 1 up the 



sight on the bridge there; but none 
of ’em seemed to look forward at 
all, until Marks comes to the rail. 


I went up that ladder three steps 
at a time, the pistol cocked in me 
fist, an' me heart hammerin' at 
me ribs like a sledge. Gawd knows 
what I expected to see at the top — 
the devil and all his fry wouldn't 





BAYOU TRAP 


by IIAPSBURC HEBE 




Steptoe Jimerson knew the secrets of two men. If he could 
kill one, without leaving traces which' that heller of a 
deputy, Lafe Sebring, could track down, then Steptoe could 


HE LEFT THE road a 
quarter of a mile above the store, 
and soon afterward was crossing 
the dark, mysterious bayou on 
"Still Abe" Lassard’s one-log 
bridge. An oil lamp gleamed in¬ 
side the front window of the shack 
that was home to Lassard and his 
lone daughter. It meant, he knew, 
that some person other than Still 

tively he veered into the swampy 


woodland, slipping along like a 
sinister shadow on his bare, half 
splay feet. Slim, axe-faced, under 
twenty-four but already with a 
scraggly beard, more weasel than 
human —this was Steptoe Jim¬ 
erson, hard-bitten spawn of the 
bayous. 

He crept through a tangle of 

to a knothole in the front wall of 
the shack, peering through. Inside, 







WORLD-WIDE ADVENTURE 


>e frowned hard. "I tuck 
rom me in the hide deal 


he stole a bag o' cawmeal and a 
side o' fatback out o' Kane's sto'. 
Me and Step J imerson seen him do 
it. You know yo 1 self how mean old 
Kane is. He'd send yo' pappy to 
jail, ef he knowed. And yo' pappy 
wouldn't deny it, nuther !” 

"Bink !" tragically breathed the 
girl. "If he done that, he done it 
fo' me mo'n fo' hisself; and he 
done it mos'ly because that old 
skinflint, Kane, cheated him on 
some 'coon-hides the winter befo’. 
You sho'ly wouldn’t be mean 


Nanna shrank. "Gi' me ontel 
Sattidy," she begged. "Please!" 
"We-ell, all right. I'll do that. 

The gorrilla arms reached for 


"Cain’t help a bit. He respecks 
his depity oath, Nanna." 

In the eye that Steptoe J imer¬ 
son had fixed to the knothole 
again, after Bink Holloway 
shuffled off, there was now a mock¬ 
ing leer. Hovering about his 
mouth was a mocking grin. He 
had come to the Lassard home for 
identically the same reason that 
had brought Holloway. 

Jellous rage gripped Steptoe. 
He’d been afraid that Holloway 
would beat him to it. 

He moved silently off toward 
the dark bayou, after Bink; and in 
Steptoe's right hand there was an 
open dirk knife. Then he dicided 
that the knife entailed too great a 
risk. Deputy Lafe Sebring had the 
ability to trail a man like a blood¬ 
hound; and he could very nearly 
tell you the weight, height, and 

prints. It was uncanny. Both 
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chance of his 
d his work 
. The night's 








THE BLACK 
PEARL 







seemed so unimportant. They ing up at him. Without moving 

balanced so uncertainly on their his feet, the captive elephant swung 

two feet. A constant query: How his weight forward, looped his 

did they keep from falling ? At first trunk softly about the small of the 

he thought their voices helped, that leg nearest him, and drew it in. 

they kept from falling by constant- The thing toppled like a rootless 

ly making sounds: but this was shrub, so easily; it was so helpless 

gradually disproved. A still great- and light as to be a matter of 



released and led back to the picket 

throat was covered with black hair. 
He had no hate, no strength, no 
will to destroy the narrow body 
walking on two legs before him. 


JIVAN STUDIED long the 
bright red flowers first seen 
through the dose-standing trees. 
Wherever the Two Feet tarried, 
there sprang these restless flowers 
that men called fire, pale by day 
and bright by night, standing out 
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from the darkness as no flowers 
he had ever seen before, and 
always unfolding with acrid gray 
veils. He could not long refrain 
from stirring the least of these with 
his trunk, but the bite of them was 
instant, and it withered as no other 
nettle he had ever touched, leaving 

many days. 

Now there was one among 
those of the white-faced people who 

use of it than any other. Whenever 
this one bellowed, the others, both 
dark and light, came quickly to 
carry out his will. 

Food lost its savor whenever 
this one moved along the lines of 
chain. One evening, at the time of 
settling-dust, this one came near 


hand there spurted fire with a ter¬ 
rible sound. 

Jivan's trunk loosened as he 
plunged back to the length of his 
chain, and the quiet that followed 
he became aware of a stinging, 
firery hole in his shoulder. A streak 


flower had bitten him from tf 
hand that rose before his face. His 
head was full of wild anger—then 


That was not all, however. He 
was presently led forth between two 
gray elephants and beaten with 
chains by a lean old tusker with 
a twisted head; a thudding and 
hammering of chains upon his 






differently from other captives, but his seat ins 
all elephants see her as a queen chain. But 
in her own right; and they see mother, of < 

Jivan as a prince among the ered." 

Vindha elephants. We, the servants 
of the elephant people, are power- IN TI 



the span of Jivan's captivity. A 

two had been together, the young 
mailon/, Aijuna, whispering the 
man train of the elephant cult with 
which Ram Prasad had once saved 


of the brightness of her eminence 
among her own kind took its place. 
Her trunk lifted, curled about his 
dusty turban and lifted it clear in 
one piece; it wound itself then 
about his bare head, taking the 


his life; closing the syllables with place of the turban, lingering there 
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frantic calling on the bank; the 
sluggish, sleepy stream was un¬ 
broken by an emerging head. 
Arjuna plunged in, swimming 
under water and feeling among 
the reeds and rocks. He came up to 
breathe, and dived again and 
again, until his fingers at last closed 
upon the body, neither on top nor 
at the bottom. He struggled to the 
bank, dragging a burden limp as 
a sack of dead leaves. 

Others had come with torches. 
Questions followed. Arjuna, hoarse 
from exertion, moved to the head 
of Jivan, who stood calmly, but 
for an icy spark in either eye. In 
the torchlight, he saw the bruised 
wet face of Srong Tebdoo, and 
he thanked Krishna that the Black 
Pearl could not speak. 

"I struck him for what he said," 
Arjuna repeated. "He fell into the 
water. I watched for him to rise 

him —but it was long, too 
Many voices rose now. Ram 


’ ’ For what he said.'' 

"It was about a woman. Sahib, 
and Srong Tebdoo was not him¬ 
self," explained Ram Prasad. 

They were lifting the body. Ar- 
juna's eyes distended at the sight 
of the head, lopping loosely back. 
He strove to crush the thought 

not touch other minds and make 
them look too closely. 

J ivan suffered himself to be led 
back to the stockade by Ram 
Prasad. Arjuna was taken in an¬ 
other direction. The Knglish ad¬ 
judged that he had caused the 
death of Srong Tebdoo, but with¬ 
out murderous intent. He was sent 
to Poona for seven years. What 
the Indian mahouts surmised they 
kept to themselves. So far as Ar¬ 
juna heard afterward, he was the 
only one who saw Srong Tebdoo's 
neck, as a thing broken without a 
mark; and he was also the only 

among those elephants who had 
killed their man. 

JIVAN WAS very patient 







that it was the life of the enemy 
itself that he longed for; that there 
was something in captivity greater 
than the thing that had called him 
bade to the wild. 

ARJUNA DID NOT return 
might have been taken back, but 


still hunting wild elephants in the 
farther ranges. Many weeks he 
traveled, inquiring, drawn by the 
same empty yearning Jivan had 
known. At length he came to an 
abandoned trap stockade. It was 



Something had frustrated the ele- 
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of the stockade before charging in 









SPURS IN 
THE DUST 


by GEORGE ROSENBERG 


PLACE: The Old West 


Mr. Colt's invention made a good little man the equal of 
a good big man —but when the little man didn't have a 
gun, he had to fall back on a different sort of equalizer. 
Like . Jimmy Rhodes, alone on the desert with the 
formidable rustler, Steve Fenton, a prisoner, forced to 
guide the outlaw to safety —and to Rhodes's own death 


"SilKKIFFK, you say this 

th is away when he was </■■/<> j> 'You 
all are lucky you didn't bust in on 


Jimmy Rhodes, horse wrangler 

Sheriff Doty, and two punchers 
were playing stud on the bunk- 
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about his head. And another "Maybe y<nitl have done better T‘ 

waddy was lying very still in a Jimmy Rhodes im red headed, 

bunk, his face twisted with pain. And he tens short. His fiery thatch 

"That rustler," SheriffDotysaid of hair was only five feet, three 

gravely, "is the hardest case I've inches above his boot toes. Never- 

banged up ag'inst in fifteen years theless, his wiry frame was tough 

of herdin' hellhounds. We'll get as raw moose hide; and he was 

hint tonight, though. Soon's it’s just about as timid as a rampag- 

dark, we ll lay for him.” ing grizzly. 

Doty glanced out of the open The first work he ever learned 

doorway. The desert still quivered was "hoss". He learned it in Eng- 
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plumb dark, he's goin' to try an' 
steal a boss from your remuda." 

"Won't he start across the desert 
afoot ?" J inimy asked. 

Nope! We've got him ..." 

Suddenly the sheriff quit in the 
middle of a sentence, stopped with 
a gasp of surprise. Every man 
but Jimmy grew rigid and tense 
as death, and all stared toward 
the door. 

J immy sat with his back toward 
the entrance. He was studying his 
hand, and noticed only that the 
room was strangely quiet; and that 
all the light was shut off from the 
doorway. 

"Two pair, king high," he an¬ 
nounced. 

He turned his cards over. Then 
he looked up, and saw that all his 
friends were petrified. 

"Call it an high /" 

The words came from behind 
Jimmy. They were followed by a 
deafening pistol shot. And through 
the center of the king Jimmy 
had laid down on the table, ap¬ 
peared a round hole. 

"I'm holdin' trumps in this 
game!" the voice ripped out. "Any 
hombre that makes a play I don't 
like, I’ll blow him a lead kiss. 

THE PUNCHERS raised their 
hands high; all but Jimmy. Turning 
in his seat, he coolly eyed the new- 


The stranger crouched in the 
doorway, filling it with his six- 
feet-four of bulging muscle. He was 
a black-browed giant of thirty. 
Dust covered his chaps and vest 
and streaked his haggard face. One 
shirt sleeve was torn and blood¬ 
stained where a bullet had creased 
him. In his hands, like weaving 
snake heads, two long guns were 
leveled. 

His smouldering eyes fixed on 
J immy. The gun that had fired over 
Jimmy's shoulder, pointed at him 

"I reckon," Jimmy observed, 
"That you’re Steve Fenton ?" 

"A bull's eye!" the rustlersnap- 

The trigger of that Cold eared 
bade. 

Jimmy grinned, and spoke on. 
"Partner, you want something 
plumb bad. What is it?" 

The rustler stared keenly at them 
all before answering. 

"Which one of you polecats 
knows this desert best ?" 

The punchers had relaxed a bit, 
but at this question they stiffened. 
Tensely they looked at one another. 
In their eyes were deep misgivings. 
Fenton's purpose in asking was 
plain to them. 

He wanted a puncher to lead 
him across this sand country to 

for himself. However, the man who 
volunteered to guide him would 
never come back. Steve Fenton 
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The quiet was weird and ghastly. 

raven winging heavily over 
Jimmy's and Fenton's heads. Only 
a few utli/ln canes, rustling in skele¬ 
ton dance nearby, broke the hot 

pointed. 

"That's Kimrock Mesa, 'way 
off. Granite Tank's atop it. Take us 
two days to get there. If we last 
that long!'' 

Against the far horizon, flicker¬ 
ing in the blanket of heat, stood 
Kimrock Mesa. It was an island 
of black lava jutting out of an 

"Git goin'!" Fenton growled. 
Mile after mile, hour after hour, 
they plodded on. 

The sun arched up and over, 
and started down again. Its rays 
beat on their skulls like falling 
bricks. Under that bombardment 
of heat even the dunes seemed to 

jimmy, because he had slept and 

he could tell that Fenton was in 
trouble. 

The rustler's lips and tongue 
were black. Ilis throat was swollen. 
His eyeballs throbbed, and his 
heart beat so crazily that his head 

lion needles of fire shot through 
his muscles. His lungs felt like they 

He tore open his vest and shirt. 


Stalking on, hands on his six- 
guns, he matched his strength 
against the desert as if he fought 

BY SUNDOWN Jimmy be¬ 
gan to think that there was no 

That night, Jimmy found a nig- 
gerhead and some prickly pears. 
He slept well. Fenton raved a bit. 
Toward dawn, he grew quiet. 

In the morning, Kimrock Mesa 
was close. It loomed high and 
black out of writhing heat veils. 

Jimmy figured that today the 
rustler would not stay on his pins 
an hour. But he did. And Jimmy 
saw that his plan to capture Fen¬ 
ton by walking the legs off of him, 
was not going to work. Fenton 
would last until they reached 
Granite Tank. If it were dry, 
Jimmy knew the rustler would give 

wolf gave a hamstrung deer! 

He had to make Fenton drop 
in his tracks. Before they reached 
the tank, Jimmy saw that he would 
have to wear Fenton out. 

So Jimmy began to make the 
rustler use himself up. 

"Fenton," he called out, "Gran¬ 
ite Tank's empty! Your big car¬ 
cass is goin' to feed those buzzards 
sailin' up yonder!" 

steadily as he looked up. Kage 
shot through his body like a con¬ 
suming flame. Trembling from 
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In mid-afternoon they reached 
Kimrock Mesa. Without taking a 
rest, Fenton started up the steep 
trail to the top. Jimmy followed. 
As he climbed, he noticed that 

close and muggy. From somewhere 
came a low, moaning sound like 
the distant boom of surf. He did 


It' lay near the edge of the cliff So instead of dodging Fenton, 

that fronted Rimrock Mesa. Jimmy tore right into the rustler. 

When Jimmy reached thetop,he Ducking a wild left swing, he got 

saw Fenton standing beside the under Fenton's guard. Once, twice, 

tank. Then something on the Jimmy's fists smacked against the 

eastern horizon took all ofjimmy's rustler's jaw. 

attention. ' Fenton reeled back, stumbled. 

Against the sky line, far out on and nearly fell. Before he could 

the desert, a brown wall was rising straighten up, Jimmy hammered 

up. It came rapidly toward Rim- a right into his stomach, and 

rock Mesa, growing higher every whipped a smashing left to the 

second. It was a cloud of sand so heart. Fenton slumped to his knees. 








FIGHTER’S SOCKS 


by WALTER HOPPER MARTIN 


TIME: Close enough to i 


PLACE: A logging comp 


Kid Beretti was a fighter who was determined not to fight 
until he was ready; and Logger Bull Kibby was equally 
determined to make the Kid fight now, or forever be 
branded coward. 


WHEN KID BEKRETTI'S But at every step the cold snow 

rage threatened to mount beyond water sloshed over his feet and it 

control he sank his ax into the was as if big Bull Kibby stood 

shopping block and strode up and there in the little clearing in the big 

down before the woodpile, trying woods, tantalizing, goading him, 

to get a grip on himself. "Damn heaping fuel upon his blazing 

that big palooka!" he growled. wrath. Berretti glared down at the 




feet. It was Kibby's fault that he 
had to wear those moccasins 

Before he left camp for the cut¬ 
tings with the others in the morn¬ 
ing, Kibby had poured water in 
the Kid's leather-topped rubbers, 
and there was nothing for Berretti 
to do but wear these big gunboats 
belonging to the cook. They soak¬ 
ed up the slush like blotting paper. 

Kibby was clever as the devil 
at goading a man into fighting 
rage. Two months of his persistent 
persecutions had left the Kid's 
nerves raw, his resolve shaken. In¬ 
creasingly it grew upon him that 
the most desirable thing in the 
world was to throw caution to the 
winds and leap like a wildcat upon 
the big bully, to beat his face into 
a pulp, rub out the insults and 
humiliations of the past weeks with 
flashing fists. Nothing else mat¬ 
tered any more—nothing. 

And that was just the way 
Kibby wanted the Kid to feel about 
it. Kibby wanted the Kid to attack 
him. He wanted to fight. Secure in 
his great strength and bulk, he felt 
confident he could flatten the little 
boxer from New York with ease. 
And to beat up the bantamweight 
challenger — that would be glory 
for Bull Kibby. 

A partridge sailed across the 
clearing and plunged deep into the 
sheltering boughs of a spruce for 
the night. 

Berretti’s eyes followed its flight 


listlessly. He was trying to make 
himself remember that he was 
co'okeeing in this lumber camp be- 

strengthen his hands. Those hands, 
twisted, misshapen, bore mute testi¬ 
mony to the terrific punching pow¬ 
er with which he had battered his 
way up through the ranks for a 
chance at the crown. "Glass 
hands", the sports writers called 
them, and prophesied that they 
couldn't stand five rounds of 
crashing aginst the granite jaw of 
Champion Paddy Sullivan. 

The clammy chill of the Janu¬ 
ary thaw struck to Berretti's mar¬ 
row and he shivered. He hooked a 
cold wet foot over his knee and fell 
to massaging it with his hands. 
There was small comfort in this 
though, and he soon left off, to fin- 

woolen sock which ringed his leg 
above the high moccasin. He won¬ 
dered if the soaking would shrink 
the feet. He hoped not, because 
Ma Berretti had knit those socks 

York. y 

Ma Berretti, whose heart was so 
set on her bambino's winning the 
championship and who prayed 
each night that the good God and 
the hard work together might 
mend the battered hands—what 
would Ma Berretti think if he lost 
his temper and busted his mitts 
on Kibby? 







en of them, paused expectantly at dened snow at his feet. The foot did 
the woodpile to watch Kibby bad- not hurt much, but he realized that 
ger the cookee. the shock of the catastrophe dulled 


Kibby, towering over tne little tne pnysicai pam. in tne space ot 

fighter like a bull moose, fastened a watch tick the work and struggle 

his close-set, mean little eyes upon of years was made meaningless, 

the Kid in a contemptuous stare. wasted. Hope was blown out like 

"Gosh, look at them big shoepacs a candle. Just when his battered 




retti could rise. 

"Fight! Fight!" At the blood¬ 
stirring cry the teamsters and the 
cook came running, but the fight 
was ended while they were yet rac¬ 
ing toward the scene. 

Like a ball of rubber Berretti 
bounded to his feet and got set to 

darted in with the speed of a light 
beam, sinking a terrific right to the 
solar plexus. The blow had the 
smash of a heavy bullet, burying 
the hard little fist clear to the wrist 
in Kibby's paunch. It seemed 'n- 
credible that so small a man could 
hit so hard. 

Kibby was stopped in full stride, 
as if he had brought up against 
a granite building. The breath left 
him with an agonized grunt and he 



champeenship shape I'm all wash¬ 
ed up with the fight game on ac¬ 
count of I lose a foot." 


kneeled and grasped the reddened 
moccasin, gently prying apart the 
gaping vent. He stared uncertainly 
in the dim light, then exploded: 

cut, Keed! Dat's only ma beeg 

Kid Berretti's eyes widened. 
"But . . . but the blood on the 

Laframboise threw an exuber¬ 
ant arm around the Kid's should¬ 
ers. "Ba cripe! You know what I 
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"Yeah, that's understood." 
"Just as well have it plain," 
said Mike. 

Joe plunged his hands down 


MIKE DOWNED his in one 
gulp and slipped out unobserved. 
Outside, he looked up and down 
the sled track that served for a 









smarter'n him. He's the best dog called out, "Who's that?" 

I got, or ever will have. He can The shadow rose quickly and 

run like hell, too." started to run. It was a man—on 

snowshoes. Alec plunged in pur- 
JOE HELPED ALEC with suit. Before he had. gone ten steps 

the dogs' afternoon feed. They Alec was out of his own trodden 

boiled lip a big pail of corn meal back yard, and up to his thighs 

mush and set it out in the dingle in deep snow, where he flounder- 

to cool. Alec chopped at his store ed, unable to keep up the chase, 

of frozen salmon until he had sep- It was lucky that he couldn't go 

arated six fish from the solid mass farther. Just as he realized that 
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again through the deepening dusk 

He swore horribly, his lips drawn 
back from his teeth. 

• Get down, Alec! You'll get it 
yourself! "shouted Joe. 

"No, by God! I'm goin' after 
the son of a gun that killed old 


off a snowshoe and started to 
scoop a deep hole in the snow. 
Joe helped him. They worked in 
silence. When they had dug down 
to the ice, Alec gathered old Rex 
up and lowered him into the hole. 
They covered the dog, and packed 
the snow tightly over him. 
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frozen river. At the top of the in¬ 
cline, Bob jumped on his sled, yel¬ 
ling at his dogs; then he looked 
back and waved derisively at Alec. 

Alec was taking it easy. As they 
dashed down the incline he swung 
on his sled and settled down to a 
stern chase through the early part 
of the race. His long racing ex¬ 
perience taught him that a follow- 

speed than does a leading team. 
His five dogs needed all the 
advantage his knowledge of- the 

The little terrier was still under his 


ADVENTURE 

Hi-yi-yi-yi! Yaaa-a-a!" The sled 
pitched and slewed while Alec 

whip, almost forgetting the little 
terrier, who had struggled out of 
his grasp and was crouching in 
his lap, yapping with excitement. 
"It's not your time yet. Small- 
change," Alec laughed at him. 
"Wait a while!" 

The galloping team rounded a 
point. Alec could see Bob out 
ahead. He was no farther away. 
Alec was holding even. He imagin¬ 
ed he was even gaining a little 

forenoon their relative positions 
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His eyes were on the face of the 
vulture with the bald head. The 

back, waiting for Bill to stagger 
. . . they would wait without seeing 
it . . . but not a' muscle of that 
powerful face changed. He was 
wondering whether Bill would be 

digious drink had time to take 
effect. Only that, and Bill knew it. 

"Gotta have another bottle," 
Bill growled. "Got it at your 
godown, I suppose?" 

"Y-yes," chattered Owsley. 

He started to turn away, but 
Bill gave him a powerful, seeming¬ 
ly negligent shove toward the three 
silent men. At that moment neither 
white man could have turned his 
back on the crowd and lived to 
walk ten yards. 

"Wait — we got to have a light! ’' 


knock out the triplets before the 
crowd closed in. 

"A fish scale, isn't it?" replied 
a bass voice in English. The fold¬ 
ed arms never stirred. 

"Of course! Sure it's a fish 
scale!" Bill whooped. He snap¬ 
ped the little fleck of gleam¬ 
ing stuff away with a con¬ 
temptuous thumb. It was not a fish 
scale, and he knew it as well as 
that staring, uncertain crowd. 
"Well —good fishing. Come on, 
Owsley; let's get that drink!" 

He seized the trader's arm and 

over his head. Gage of batde had 
been offered, and declined. For a 

white man on Runaloro to turn his 
back. 
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sullenly. "He comes from Malitia. 
The island that's so savage it's 
never been thoroughly explored." 

BELLOW BILL had been 
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What he thought to himself was, 

"He paid the ten pounds every 
week," the slurred, drunken voice 
droned on. "But he never even 
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Actually, if you were abnormally 
strong and knew the trick of arch¬ 
ing your back and adding the ex¬ 
pansion of your ribs to the jerk of 



ground by half a dozen men before 
he realized that a noose had caught 












122 


WORLD-WIDE 

and the boat that dashed for him, 
black against the firelight. Whirled 

and paddled with the crazed 

Instantly Oreen rose, walked 
across the beach, and launched the 
second dugout. She paddled 
straight for the schooner and the 

course at right angles to Owsley's 
line of flight. She was seen. Her 
heart hammered too hard to dis¬ 
tinguish the orders Arano was 
braying. They didn't matter. She 
heard a deep voice that dominated 

but the memory of other orders in 
the rumbling whisper of Bellow 
Bill filled her consciousness. 

"... drive straight for the 
schooner . . . don't let yourself be 
caught too easily . . . shoot at 
them, but don't hit anyone. 
Arano'll order them not to kill 
you when he sees you are alone. 
And they won’t, unless you mad¬ 
den them by drawing blood ..." 

Wouldn’t they ? She knelt, ply¬ 
ing the paddle, the .32 lying ready 
in the bottom of the dugout. The 
first crew, after hesitating, had 
gone on after Owsley, lashed by 
Arano's roars. Another dugout 
was shoving off by the fire. But — 
the shaven-headed devil thought 
of every thing — it turned away 
from her, blocking escape from 
the lagoon. It was with the cooler. 
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with him on the schooner that 
Arano was going to capture her. 
They were swinging out a dinghy. 

They would intercept her if she 
drove straight on. They couldn't 
hurt her —not with what she had 
in her cheek—but within another 
minute she'd be dead. A longer 
life — a little longer — if she whirled 
her frail craft and paddled back 
as she had come. 

She gritted her teeth, and drove 
straight ahead. In the mass of sea¬ 
weed by the anchor chain the bulge 
had disappeared. She didn't see 
that. She'd never even seen Bill, 
save for an instant. Thick, curly 
reddish hair, a square jay; blue 

"Drive on !" he'd said. 

TWO OARSMEN whose faces 
flamed rowed the dinghy at her. 
She caught up the .32 and emptied 
it high in the air. She heard their 
savage, mocking yells. She wanted 
to scream that she'd have killed 
them both if Bellow Bill had not 
ordered her not to. 

Then the prow of the dinghy 
struck and smashed her frail craft. 
She was flung in the water. A hand 
reached down and twisted brutally 
in her hair. She was dragged to the 
surface and held there, her out¬ 
stretching chin against the 
dinghy's stern. A face of green 
fire bent down and leered at her. 
"Good!" growled Arano. 
"Bring her to the schooner, and 




anchor cl^iin to the anchor itself. 
He had waited only until the 
dinghy was launched without stop¬ 
ping Oreen’s progress. By their 
voices he had counted the number 


swam for the surface like a shark 
that rushes from the depths to 
snatch its prize. 

To Oreen, struggling feebly in 
the grip of the three who were 






Bellow Bill shuddered, and a com] 
perspiration which the fight had drag 
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